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This ſhadowy deſert, unfrequented woods, 
I better brook, than flouriſhing peopled towns, : 2 .4 
| Shakgpeas, | 
In ſuch green palaces the firſt Kings reign'd, 
N in their e and Angels entertain'd. 
Walter. 
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ARTHUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE, 


HE chace is over, but al- 
though we have been 


ceſsful, I cannot ſay ye have 
good ſport. 
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4 | | 

On our arrival at the wood we 
made the neceſſary enquiries af the 
cottager, relative to Catharine's 


confinement. He pretended the 


moſt profound ignorance of the 
whole affair; and there was ſuch an 


artleſs ſimplicity pictured on his 


countenance, that, at firſt, I was 


almoſt induced to believe him. — 
However, on a croſs examination, 
his prevaricating anſwers convinced 


me of his guilt. I now tried what 
effect a bribe would have upon this 
ruſtic evidence, but, to my aſto- 


niſhment, he rejected my offer with 


diſdain, and although I doubled the 


ſum firſt propoſed, he ſtill continued | 


firm and uncagrupted. . Mr. Mor- 


timer then began a ſolemn remon- 


ſtrance, which likewiſe failing of 
ſucceſs, K his irritabie paſſions broke 
| looſe, 


%%% ͤ ug 


looſe, and he ide out 7 


molt terrible threats and denunci- 


ations, But the rocks that ſhelter- 


ed his cottage, ſtood not with more 


firmneſs againſt the furious hurri- 


cane, than this heroic old man, 


_ againſt Mr. Mortimer's IMENACCK=— 


Finding it impoſſi ible to gain any 
intelligence or aſſiſtance from him, 


we proceeded to beat the wood 


without # guide. We could pene- | 
trate but a very little way. At 


every ſtep we took, from our firſt 


entrance, we found the underwood 
grow thicker and more difficult to 


| pals. At laſt, the thorns and bram- . 


bles were ſo cloſely knogred, and en- 
rangled with the low trees and ſhrubs, 
that grew thick hetween the large 


trunks of oaks, firs and beeches, 


| Wihey ' were entirely i 8 eus 
„ W 5 
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We were. now. obliged to make our 


retregt from this quarter; and aſ- 
cending the mountain, by the ſkirts | 
of the wood, we returned down on 
the oppoſite fide, in hopes of find-. 
ing a place more acceſſable. Had 
it not, however, been for a fortu- 
nate accident, we might have con- 
tinued our ſearch until doomſday, 
without ſucceſs, As we were pal ⸗ 


ing the bottom of the wood, next. 


the ſea · ſnore, a ſpaniel, which had 


followed Mr. Mortimer, ran in 
among the buſhes, where he con- 


tinued a conſiderable time, barking 


moſt vehemently. I ſuppoſed a 


hare was fitting ſomewhere near the 


ſpot, and began to beat among the 
brakes and nettles, when, accident- 
ally removing the branch of a tree 


that hung over the hedge, I obſerved 


under 


# 


„ 7 H A RI N k. . 
Und it a ſmall cavity, which had 
been cut through the thick bram- 
bles. I conjectured that this Ms a 


private paſſage into the wood, and 


deſiring my companions to follow 
me, Icrept into the cavity. As we 
advanced the path grew broader, 
till a. laſt we found ourſelves in a 
lane, wide enough to receive two 
perſons a- breaſt. We proceeded 
up this alley, until we arrived nearly 
at the centre of the wood; when . 
we came to a ſmall green ſpace, | 


from whence the ſhrubs and buſhes 


had been cleared away; in the 


middle of which, to our ſurpriſe, 


| We ſaw an old thatched cottage, 
ſtanding under a knot of tall birch 8 

trees. I lifted the latch of the co 

tage, but, when the door ran 5 


N a f ſpectacle 2 itſelf! — 
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A beautiful young woman (whom, 
you will eaſily conceive was no other - 
thaggCatharine) was lying proſtrate 
on the floor. A deadly paleneſs 
was ſpread over her face, ſhe was 
gaſping for breath, and, to all ap- 

pearance, ſtruggling with the laſt. 
pangs of mortality. We raifed her, 
and with difficulty placed her on a 
ruſh - ſeated chair, which ſtood in the 
hut. Mr; Mortimer was ſhocked 
at finding his daughter in ſuch a 
ſtate. He ſpoke to her, but ſhe 
could only anſwer him with groans, 
ſo faint, that they ſeemed to die 
inwardly before they could be de- 
livered. With great difficulty, ſhe 

raiſed her trembling ſnowy arm, 

and pointed towards the ſea, while 
the tears ran down her cheeks and 
a Piteous ſigh burſt from her boſom, 
that 


e A F HAAR IN E. 7 
that almoſt ſhättered Her tender 
frame. We did not underſtand 
theſe geſtures, nof did we tik it 
adviſeable to wait à ſingle moment 
to learn the cauſe of them. Our | 
firſt obje& was to give her all poſ- 
fible relief and aſſiſtance, and diſ- 
patching one of our ſervants to the 
neareſt village for an apothecary, 
and another to the Abbey, for Mr. 
Mortimer's carriage, with the aid 
of the reſt we lifted her out of the 
wood, and in a few hours ſhe was 
conveyed ONE | 


I am truly ſorry to add, that we 
do not entertain the fainteſt idea of 
her recovery. My hopes of poſ- 
ſeſſing this unhappy girl, have all _ 
along. been blaſted by a FR fa- 

„ 34 5 _ rality. > 


. 


8 
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tality. Whenever I have come 

© within reach of her, ſhe has eluded 

my Paſp. I have purſued her like 
2 child following its own ſhadow. | 


LETTER NMI. 
x rTHVUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE, / 
8 7 0 
SIR EDMUND CHETWYN. 


HE concluſion of thy dole- 
ful epiſtle puts me in mind 
of Mr. Bayes' celebrated ſong of 
Farewel, fair Armida. — Pray 
| Edmund, endeavour, at leaſt, to af- 
ſume a little more courage, _ re- 
| ſerve. 


DN Terve thy melancholy for ſome more 


proper occaſion. But „ You have 


no hopes of her recovery.” Why, 


then thou art a very ſtupid fellow. 


Know you not, that girls deſperately 
in love (and the unaccountable con- 


duct of Miſs Mortimer Proves to 
demonſtration, that ſhe is in love 


with ſomebody ) have more lives 
than drowning kittens. There is 
no end to them, they ſprawl, and 


ſtruggle with their fate ſo prettily, 
and when their ſtrength ſeems ex- 


hauſted, and a moderate man would 


| ſwear they had not another breath 
to draw, the ſweet little creatures : 
will ſuddenly raiſe their heads, and 
mew forth their complaints ſo ſor- 
rowfully, that one is obliged to af- _ 
ford them a drop of "py and of . 


| comfort. 


Prithee, 5 
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10 CATHARINE. 


Prithee, friend, let me hear no 
more of thy deſpondency. Take 
my advice, and you will ſoon find 


Catharine's health reſtored. You 5 


will ſee her again blooming 


beautiful. Her ſkin will be reſtored 


do its original tranſparenco, and a 
tempting bluſh ſuececd to the fiekly N 


yellow chat now deadens her fea- 


ture 9. 


10 How am I to effect ſo won- 


derful a cure?” © Ir is abſolutely 

impoſſible,” you will ſay. Hold thy 
filly tongue, Edmund. I will write 
| thee a preſcription in four words, 
- which, if thou ſhouldſt follow, and 


not find thy purpoſe anſwered by 1 it, 
then never truſt me . 


krxr OFF THE PHYSICIANS) | 
Why, 


85 AT HA "ME: 
Why, man, have you not often | 
ſwore that Miſs Mortimer was a 
goddeſ;? Be of good cheer then, 
for ſhe mult conſequently be im- 
mortal. A dead goddeſs, you will 
_ own, would be ſomewhat of a re. 
markable being. A thing that even 
in Ireland could hardly be ſaid to 
erl. | | | 
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Should you make uſe of my pre- 5 
ſcription, her recovery will be in- 
finitely more rapid than you can 
imagine. You may arrive at the 


ſummit of your wiſhes. You may 


be the kuſband of Catharine Mor- 
timer, within a few, weeks. For 
your further encouragement, Fear: 
now aſſure you, that you need no 
longer dread the ridicule of your 

quondam aſſociates, for you will not 


12 CATHARINE, 


run the race of matrimony alone. 
I myſelf am going to ſtart for the 
prize. Mine, it is true, will be but 
a crols and joſtling match, but an 
expert jockey has a right to take all 
advantages. To be more explicit, 
vou know, Edmund, that if my 


eſtates were all ſold, and my mort- 


gages paid off, I ſhould not have a 
groat left. But I am beginning at 
the wrong end of the ſtory.— 


1 have lately form a i bewitching 
girl, whoſe face has pleaſed me, and 
whoſe fortune has charmed ine — 
With her religion, however, I am 
not quite ſo much delighted. She 
cannot properly be called either 
Chriſtian, Pagan or Mahometan, 


but ſeems to be tinctured with the 
Principles of them all. FR hs: 
| er oh the 


4 


ſhe is a frequenter of octagon tem- 


ples; a worſhipper of brazen-lung- 


ed deities, — in plainer words, a. 


right down Methodiſt. In this pro- 

feſſion of faith, if it may be ſo called, 
ſhe was inſtructed, even when an 
infant. Her father, who is a je in 
riches, has long been the oldeſt 
ſtanding pillar of the conventicle. 
During the courſe of eighteen years, 


he has given his daughter ſo large 


a doſe of the ſpirit, that ſhe at laſt 


became quite intoxicated. Were 
you to ſee her in the height of her 


enthuſiaſm, it would recal to your 
remembrance the finiſhed picture 
which your old acquaintance, Virgil, 


has drawn of his inſpired Sybil. 


Now, Edmund, although, as I 
faid before, I am nor in Jove with 
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"I: CATH 48 N ZE. 
this religion, yet J am a friend to it, 


ſo far as it will forward my views, 
and it is admirably adapted to the 


. purpoſes of hypocriſy. I have rea- 


ſon to think that I have already made 


| ſome impreſſion on the heart of the 


charming enthuſiaſt, for J have ſeri- 
ouſly profeſſed myſelf a convert to 
her opinion, and have entered my 


name in the calendar of modern 
| faints. | 


I have, indeed, been obliged to 
3 = dd . 
undergo a ſtrict examination & ore 
the fraighi-baired college. For- 
tunately for me, however, 1 did not 
barely paſs muſter, but acquitted 


myſelf with conſiderable credit. 
1 was aware, that the principles of 
the {& were ſo dark and-myſteri- 
ous, that even my judges them 


ſelves : 


"WM. ＋ u A 1 f * R. 15 
ſelves were not able to explain them 
rationally. My anſwers, therefore, | 
to the various queſtions that were” _ | = 
put to me, were fo -obſcure and 
| equivocal, and delivered with a look 
of fuch profound fagacity, that I 

was univerſally allowed to have 
Ade a great progreſs in the my- 
ſtic doctrine. Indeed, I have ſince 
greatly improved, being now a 
vholeſale- dealer in dreams, viſions, 
and inſpirations, and a haberdaſner 
of prophecies. The profits ariſing 
from this ſort of traffic will be more 
conſiderable than you can imagine. * 
An eſtate of three thouſand 
a year, anda beautitul woman into 
the been 
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You cannot conceive thi benefit 
| + have derived, during my court-"" 
| | ip | 
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ſhip, from my lately acquired Know- 
ledge. I am ſeldom at a loſs to 


ſupport my part in our moſt ſaintly 


dialogues, while the hollow groan, 


the folded hands, and the up-lifted 


eyes (a ſort of zectics-in our church 
militant, of which I am perfect 
maſter) never fail to help me out 
at a dead lift. My fair one is alſo: 
extremely well verſed in this whole 
ſcience of tabernacle eloquenee, and 
you would laugh yourſelf breathleſs. 


were you to ſec how wonderfully 


reſponſive to each other are our 
geſtures. and looks. It has been 


| olten, you know, obſerved, that. 
there is a cloſe connection between 
theſe ſpiritual raptures, and thoſe 


of an inferior and leſs refined nature, 

and that your puritanical little 

wenches are abvays the moſt amo- | 
ns rous. 


* 


9 


rous. I hive not a doubt but 1 


hall, in a ſhort time, be able to 
completely verify theſe obſerva- 


tions in my own caſe; nothing, I 


conceive, being ſo eafy as the tran- 
ſition, from theſe imaginary, to 


10608 1 and ſubſtantial. ine 


—_ 


Permit me, now I am upon this 1 
ſubject, to give you an inſtance of 
the immenſe value of a few well- _ 
timed cant phraſes, of the religious 


kind, in a ſomewhat different way. 
A conſiderable - tradeſman, who is 


one of us, told me one day, i in con- 


fidence, that by theſe pious commo- 
dities, which he always takes care 
to mix moſt plentifully with his 


worſt articles, he has not only been 
able to multiply the number of his 
cuſtomers, beyond his moſt ſan- 
VoloBl; = :- e ann. 


„ ATH ARINE. 
guine expectations, but even to 
raiſe the price of his goods almoſt 
ad libitum. The bleſſing of God,” 
and other ſimilar benedictions, ſaid 
he, did very well, at firſt, but are | 
now become ſo hackneyed as to 
_ loſe much of their effect. Of late, 
therefore, I ſprinkled them but 
ſparingly, and chiefly among no- 
vices. But, continued he, for theſe 
ſeven years paſt, the bare aſſevera- 
tion of «God knows it, uttered 
with a certain ſolemnity of tone, 
of geſture, and of look, has, by a 
fair computation, brought me in 
two hundred a FEAT: | 
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From chis worthy gentleman's 
leſſons, I have derived much pro- 
fit, and am now able to fight theſe 
hypocrites wih their own weapons. 
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By aionfijed pics e 
have already out-witted the whole 

_ tabernacle, and the farce, tho not 

to me of the pleaſanteſt kind, muſt 
be carried on till I have lured my 
lovely fanatic into the- toil, and 

when I once get the jewel into my 
poſſeſſion, I can have it faſhioned 
and poliſhed to my own talte. 


LETTER XXIV. 


* 


' COLONEL HARLEY, 


T O 


* 


THE HONOURABLE MISS PERCIVAL, | 


S 0 NN E T. . 
\H E bang that Ro” feel, 
Each lighter ill beguile ; ) 
258 125 | "© a WE ” & 7 


| 20 CATHARINE, 
| Ol love, thy fichs, 
More grateful riſe, 


: Than u $ly s broadeſt imiles. 


j But plate, friend to none, 
More black than wint' ry ſkies; A 
_ Hides beauty's tranſient fun, 
And ſoon the lover dies! 
Reclin'd in Charlotte's arms, 
When cares diſturb! my breaſt ; 
Her tears that low, 
Can ſoothe my woe, 


And lull my ſoul to reſt. |» 


But abſence, friend to none, 
More black than wint'ry ſkies 

-. Hides beauty's tranſient ſun, 
And ſoon the lover dies 


* 


CATHARINE 21 
It is ſtrange, my dear Charlotte, | 

that you ſhould deſire me to be 

eternally ſonnetteering. If my bal-. 
lads are not produced as regularly 
as the odes of the poet laureat, you 


are ſure to grow ſullen. You for- 


get that I am now in my forty-ſixth | 
_ year, and therefore cannot, like a 
fiery bard of two and twenty, ſcram- 
ble up the ſteep hill of Parnaſſus, 
without loſing breath. Beſides, my 
muſe is not half ſo playful as when 
we wandered together over the flow- 
ery meadows of Bath-wick. ' She 
has now been ſo long ſhut up in 

this ſmokey city, that ſhe is almoſt 
ſuffocated. The linnet, you know, ; 


confined in a gloomy cage, ſings * 


not half ſo delightfully as when per- 
ched upon a green hedge, in its na- 
tive fields. Excuſe the compariſon... 


Cc T If 
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+ Ik have compared my muſe to 2 
= Unnet, it is becauſe ſhe is, at beſt, 
but a little trifling warbler. She 
does not attempt the more bold and 
clevated notes of the thruſh, and 
the nightingale. Perhaps, how- 
ever, ſhe is more like a hedge-ſpar- 
row, who is for ever attempting 
ſomething like a tune, but is only a 
chirper at the beſt, But my dear- 
eſt friend, if I cannot ng the pangs 
of abſence, I can fee] them. I have 
felt many a gloomy hour ſince we 
parted. ' Many a time have I ſhook. 
my grey hairs in deſpair, and many 
a ſecret tear has ſtolen down my 
furrowed cheeks. But are not theſe 
things ridiculous in a man of my 
years? Sometimes I think I am an 
excellent mark for ſatire. But, my 
Fon ns let fatire ſhoot its 
5 envenomed 


calculation. The age of a man is 


 threeſcore years; that of an 7 
man threefcore and ten. There- 


CATHARINE as 
envenomed ſhafrs. I, who have 
freely bled in my country's ſer- 
vice, ſhould be even more proud 
of a wound in your's. After all, 
I amnotfo old as I imagined. * 
have been making an excellent 


fore, take courage, I am now but 


little paſt the prime of life. In a 
word, I am, ſtrictiy ſpeaking, a 


handſome, little, lean, midsle-a ged 
gentleman. I have now ſaid e : 


in my own praiſe. 


' What can paſtibly be c 


of your not hearing from the lovely 
Catharine ? I begin to ſuſpect that 
ſhe has not arrived at Guernſey in 
ſafety. But I wiſh not to alarm 
== your 
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„„ 
your fears. Her laſt letter told 
you, that ſhe expected the arrival 
0 Mr. Ackland every moment, 
to convey her from the coaſt. Per- 
haps ſhe has written ſince, and your 
ſudden viſit to your brother at Ply- 

5 has occaſioned the miſcar- 
riage of her letter. For I think the 


chances are, at leaſt, a thouſand to 


one, that in the hurry of your re- 
ae from Bath, you were not ſo 
attentive, as to leave your addreſs 


at ou: lodgings. 


LETTER 


LETTER XXV. 


six EDMUND -CHETWYN, 


10 


f 


> 


. COLLINS, ESQUIRE. 


0 U 5 well. She 


: has recovered. But her re- 
covery was not owing to your pre- 
ſcription, for ſhe has been attended 


by no leſs than three of the Eſcu- 
lapian tribe; one of whom, every 


day, walked at leaſt ten miles over 
the mountains, and after pocket- 


ing his little fee, ſkipped back again | 


with the nimbleneſs of a native goat. 


I have ſeen her but once, yet I think 
her more charming than ever. But 
1 


56 CATHARINE. 
ſhe is till penſive and dejected, 
and always in tears.. She keeps. 
_ cloſe. to her chamber, is for ever 
ſighing as if her mind were op-- 
preſſed by ſome deep diſtreſs, and 
will ſpeak to nobody except in 
monoſyllables. This air of melan- 
choly, I imagine, ſhe thinks it ne- 
oeſſary to put on, becauſe 1 it is be- 
coming, and it certainly does. con-- 
fiderably heighten her beauty. It 
is the only way in which ſhe can 
be revenged on us, for preventing 
her eſcape, and diſappointing her. 
| Guernſey admirer. If this formi- 
- dable rival has yet made his appear- 
ance on the coaſt, I ſuppoſe he has 
ound it neceſſary to decamp with- 
out his prize. My ſervant informs 
me, there are ſtrange whiſperings, 
hints, and half ſentences, paſſing 
between | 


1 


CATHARINE. 


unravel. But the fellow remarks,. 


juſtly enough, that 4 ik is: in the 


keeping of women it will not be a: 
ſecret N 5 


— 


1 approve kighly of your new 


connections, and have no doubt of 
your ſucceſs, The name of Saint 
Arthur will make a reſpectable ap- 


pearance in the Journals of the ta- 
bernacle, "4 


between. Mr. Mortimer's female 
domeſtics. There is ſome ſecret;. 
relative to Catharine,. in agitation,. 
which he has not yet been able to 


LETTER 


28 CATHARINE. 
— DETTER AXVLE 
FROM THE SAME, 


IHE ſecret is out, and I be- 
gin this letter, in the ſtile 
of the celebrated Dr. Katerfelto, with 
«wanders ! wonders ! and wonders!” 
You have heard me ſwear, a thou- 
ſand times, that 1 never. would 
marry a widow. My inclinations, 
however, have lately taken a ſtrange 
turn. Legions of new ideas have 
ſprung up in my head, and every 
one of theſe ideas is in the form of 
a2 beautiful widow, At this inſtant, 
1 have at leaſt ten thouſand of 
them, rioting and dancing in my 
pericranium, They have already 

1 0 beat 


* 


beat my poor brains into a phrenſy. 


madneſs, which, (it has long enough 


been agreed) none but mad men 
can enjoy. I am now fit to ſhine 


in your conventicle, and were I to 


offer myſelf as a candidate, I be- 
lieve my election would be ſecure. | 


But to the ſtory.— 


It 5 FEES 1 = Phy ſicians, | 


that, although Catharine's health, 
was in great meaſure reſtored, 


there was yet a heavy oppreſſion _ 
upon her ſpirits, which could not 


be removed by medicine; but that 
regular exerciſe and cheerful ſoci- 


ety were now the beſt remedies they 
could preſcribe. In conſequence , 


of this advice, Mr. Mortimer, laft 
| night, ons a ſmall party of both 
; ne. 


EAtAARINEG 2H 


In ſhort, I feel all the luxuries of 5 


\ 
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30 CATHARINE 
ſexes, conſiſting of his acquaintance 1 
in ourhood, and preremp- 
: corily inſiſted that Catharine, who had 
hitherto confined herſelf to her cham- 
ber, ſhould make her appearance in 
the drawing- room. This was joyful 
news to me, for I had ſeen her but 
once ſince her return, and that by 
mere ſtratagem. During the courſe 
=: of the day, atleaſt, aſcore of notes and 
=. letters were written by the lovely diſ- 
Ci ſembler to Mr. Mortimer, in which 
| me proteſted that ſhe was ftill too 
much indiſpoſed to appear, and ear- 
| | - © _ .neſtlyprayedforalongerreſpite from 
bo company. This petition was backed 
| 


* 5 "oy n y 
jp N R 38 


| by the moſt tender and dutiful ex- 
preſſions, nor did ſhe forget a pa- 

1 1 thetic appeal to his feelings. But 
neither her tears nor remonſtrances 


* 
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| * to do him juſtice, has really 

a heart of iron. Even I, who do 
not eaſily yield to the enticements | 
of eloquence, and who have ſeldom 
been melted by the idea of Fine /en- - 
 timent, had I been the father of 
ſuch a daughter, addreſt in ſo en- 
dearing a manner, and like him 
but let me not incur the cenſure 

of! ingratitudle. 


What 1 felt, for ſeveral hours 
previous to this interview, I will 
not attempt to deſcribe. Thou 

wouldſt do no more than laugh at 

my weakneſs, and turn my pain 
into ridicule. By fix o'clock the 
company were aſſembled, but no 
Catharine had yet made her appear- 


ance. In a few minutes, however, 


the ö the room, in deep 
mou Tr 5 


32 CATHARINE, 


mourning. Every one was ſur- 
'Priſed to ſee her in this dreſs.— 
Mr. Mortimer was quite con- 
founded. As for me, I was ſtruck | 
dumb with admiration, ſo exqui- 
ſitely beautiful did the appear, = - , 
fo full of grace and dignity. "In 


ſhort, I know not how to convey” 


my idea of her. She appeared to 


be changed, and yet the ſame. She 
was ſtil] the lovely Catharine Mor- 
timer, but it was the Catharine 
Mortimer of a ſuperior race of be- 
ings. As ſoon as ſhe had taken 
Fer ſeat, a ſhort ſilence enſued.— 
The myſtery of the mourning was 
now to be No ena 


ICT hav ſuſtaied any 1ofs f in 
my bal, faid Mr. Mortimer, in 
as mild a tone of voice as he was 

” * 8 


rent,“ anſwered Catharine, flinging 


—_ AT HA R IN E 33 | 


capable of, „I am yet ignorant of 
my misfortune. I vill therefore 
thank you, my dear child, if you 
will inform me, on whoſe account 
5 wear choſe weeds.” 


n Sr oa at ne oe F tra a, A ES 
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1 N dare not elude your r queſtion, 5 
I will nct deceive you, my only pa- 


PO TO ccc 
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herſelf at his feet, and bathing his 
hand with tears. — Theſe: weeds 

are not merely the trappings of ce- __ 
remony, they are worn in dear re. 
membrance of him whom I loved. 
if I ſhould fay, loved equally win 
yourſelf who gave me being, (and „ 
how can I bring a fonder compa- 75 
riſon) will you forgive me? I ſee 

you are inclined to pity me, my 
father, —I will throw myſelf on your 
mercy. Ah! if you have not for- 

Vol. II. 3 en” 
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- 34 c ATH AR IN A. 8 
gotten the pangs you ſuffered when 
my dear departed mother was 
ſnatched from us, you will have 
compaſſion upon me, for T have loſt _ 
one, to whom, before the face of 
heaven, I was bound by the ten- 
dereſt of all ties,—I have loft a Z 

—huſband!” | 


Now { aint had 8 
.a dy writer, I would paint the 
different attitudes of ſurpriſe that 

the audience were thrown into, when 
the word © hſband, was faintly 
uttered. A word, that, with a kind 
of interrogatory emphaſis, was ſo 

quickly repeated by every female 
round the room, that I could com- 
pare it to nothing but a feu de joye. 
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CATHARINE "oy © 
Without entering too much into | 


detail, I am not able to give you 


the remainder of the charming 


mourner's pathetic ſpeech ; in the - 
courſe of which, ſhe related the 


death of Mr. Ackland, who was 
_ drowned in her fight, in an attempt 
to convey her from the ſea-coaſt, 
and to whom, it now appears, ſhe 
had been privately married. Let 
it. ſuffice, that her ſolemn and af- 


fectionate addreſs to her father, her 


ſighs and ſobs, her ſtreamingeyes, her 


throbbing boſom, her tender heart, 


all won upon me, in a manner I am 
not able to deſcribe. Laugh if you 
will, — Itwas a piteous fight. —I was 
melted by her complaints, — they 
were full of reſignation, —they were 
the precepts of virtue, delivered by 
| the tongue of an angel, I ſhed the 
| Eg . "eb 


N 


J 
tears of an infant. Until that mo- 
ment, though I had always adored, 
I knew not how to love her. 
now trembled, and felt my own 
unworthineſs. As well could 1 
have looked at the noon- day ſun, as 
to have met the lightning of her 
eye. You will charge me with in- : 
conſiſtency, or hypocriſy; I care 
not, Arthur, — tell you, I looked 
up to her as ſomething ſuperior to 
a mortal. I have ever ſince ap- 
proached her with awe. My nar- 
row foul 1 is s enlarged, wp love it 18 now 


«A flame fo wa and fo clear, 
725 5 hat the white taper leaves no wer 
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CATHARINE 37 
The main obſtacle to my hap- 


pineſs is then at laſt removed. oh 
have now no rival. Mr. Morti- 
mer, my ſtedfaſt friend, is warmer 
in my intereſt than ever; andi 


have hopes that the charming Ca- 


tharine will ſoon become flexible. 


At preſent, however, her mind will 
admit of none but ſorrowful im- 


preſſions. It ſeems indeed to“ 855 : 


that within which paſſes ſhow,” — 


She has reſigned herſelf into the 
hands of providence, and being, as 
the imagines, certain that no evil 


can befal her, equal to the paſt, ſhe 


45 careleſs of her future fate. Sick 


of the world, ſhe is always ſighing 
for a retreat among rocks and caves, 


and unfrequented woods. Theſe 
are pictures that ſor ever preſent | 


_ themſelves to the imagination 9 


-D 3 tin 


38 CATHARINE, 
the wretched; but they are mere 
deceptions, Arthur. They cheat 
us at a diſtance, but on a nearer 
approach, we are diſguſted with the 
_ groſs daubings of the pencil, and 
are aſhamed at our own weakneſs, 
in being deluded by them. A little 
time will wear theſe images from 
| her memory, and they will be ſuc- 
ceeded by others more rational.— 
After all, Arthur, is ſhe not the 
child of, nature? To be ignorant 
ol her charms and accompliſhments, 

and to carry them from the world, 
are equally impoſſible. No con- 
vent in France ever yet held a 


Vaooung, blooming, and beautiful 


widow of nineteen. To prevent, : 
however, the poſbilfh ty of a ſecond 
flight, Mr. Mortimer, who is of 


opinion that delays are dangerous, 


CATHARINE 39 
has fixed an early period for the 
_ conſummation of my happineſs, and 
his abſolute commands have juſt 
been delivered to the bowel _ 
mourner. 


LETTER XXVIL 


THE HONORABLE MISS PERCIVAL, | 


To EN 


CATHARINE. 


- Phmouth, : 


E 8, my dear friend, I do moſt 
fincerely ſympathize with 


your, ſorrows. My feelings are, 
D4 beyond 


—————— 
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40 CATHARINE 


beyond all meaſure, ſhocked at your. 
account of Mr. Mortimer's perſe- 
cution. While your tears are yet 
ſtreaming for the loſs of him wo 
was ſo infinitely dear to you, to be 
inſulted with the addreſſes of a 
wretch like Sir Edmund Chetwyn, 
nay, to be forced into his arms, and 


that by your own parent ! 1s ſuch 


an enormous violation of all deli- 
cacy, that I could not, without ſome 


difficulty, even give it credit. 


But, be upon your guard, my 
deareſt Catharine, do not conſent to 
bring on your own irreparable ruin, 
under the idea of obedience to Mr. 


Mortimer. If the injunctions laid 
upon you exceed the bounds of pru- 

dence and juſtice, there can be no 
crime in refuſing to comply ws 


them 


CATHARINE . 


them. I wiſh not to miſlead or to 


draw you from your duty, but 1 


am hurt and irritated. I am a wo- 
man, and feel the inſult offered to 


my ſex. You will excuſe me if 1 


do not heſitate to ſay, that a com- 


pliance with theſe unreaſonable de- 


mands will not be an act of "a 


but of madneſs. 


5 


LETTER XXVII. 


N 
Au 


AT GUERNSEY, | 


Cork; in Bala 5 


SIR. | 


on my utter ſurprize, I re- 


| ceived a note yeſterday morn- 
ing, 


f 


1 2 WILLIAMS, ESQUIRE, - 


ae 


42 CATHARINE 
ing, informing me that Mr. Ack 
land, your particular friend, lay 
angerouſly ill, at the White-Hart, 
in this City. I went immediately 
to the Inn, and on enquiry was 
ſhewn into his room. As he was. 
then in the height of a delirium, = 
was not able to get from him any 
rational account of himſelf; but | 
from the attendants about him, L 
AIlearnt, that he was landed here about 
fi ix weeks ago, by a merchant ſhip 
bound to Barcelona, which had 
picked him up ſomewhere off the 
cCoaſt of Wales, where, it ſeems he 
had been unfortunately ſhipwrecked. 
He diſcovered no ſigns of life, nor 
was it until ſome days afterwards 
= that. he was reſtored to his ſpeech 
and ſenſes, On his arrival here, his 
health Appeared to be ſomewhat re- 
; para 


*. 
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paired, but he has ſince been at- 

_ tacked by a violent nervous fever, 
owing, it is imagined, to his late 
apa of body and mind. The 

| Phyſicians, however, aſſure me, they 
entertain flattering hopes of his re-- 
covery. : 


1 have RP it ati to: 
give you this intelligence, to quiet, 
in ſome meaſure, your fears on his 
account. In a few days J hope to 

ſend you better news. Mean time 

| you may reſt aſſured, that [ ſhall | 
pay him all Poſſible regard and at- 
„ tention. 1 
„„ 


* Menbam. ; 


4 
| 


LETTER XXIX. 


COLONEL HARLEY, 


T0 THE , 
HONORABLE MISS PERCIVAL. 


S it poſſible that your informa- 
tion, reſpecting the unhappy - 
- Catharine can be well founded ?— 
Surely, Charlotte, you write ironi- 

Elly. when you tell nh ine the . 
#4 has at length yielded to the caprice 
of her father, and is. on the point 

of being united to Sir Edmund 
Chetwyn. Is Mr. Mortimer really 

ſuch a wretch as to ſacrifice his only 
child to his ambition ? You tell 

me, and you have often told me 
before S 


caTHARINE 45 


before, that your friend has a ten- 


der and ſuſceptible heart. Alas! 


my dear Charlotte, in the whole 


catalogue of human miſeries there 
is not a greater curſe than a heart 


full of ſenſibility. Whoever poſ- 


ſeſſes it cannot be faid to poſſeſs 
himſelf. He has no will of his 
own. "Ah: is a mere feather, blown 
about by every varying guſt of wind. 
Or rather, he is like ſterling coin, 


which is full of intrinſic value, but 


we have it always in our power to. 


melt it, and to give it what im- 


preſſion we pleaſe. Did not Catha- 
rine doat upon the late unfortu- 


nate Mr. Ackland, even to diſtrac- 
tion? She had no life but in him, 


and is not her preſent grief as ſin- 


cere and exceſſive, as her former 


* 2 


„ 


46 CATHA R IN E. 
fondneſs? What then can Mr. 
Mortimer expect from this new 
alliance? He may poiſon the in- 
nocence and integrity of his child. 
With ſmiles and allurements he 
may ſoften her tender heart into 
obedience, and he may even force 
her, by threats, to impoſe a falſe 
paſſion upon the man, ſhe moſt ſin- 
cerely deſpiſes. Yet where can all 
this end, but in his own ſhame and 


«diſappointment, and her inevitable 
diſgrace and ruin? Whenever you 
have occaſion to mention Mr. Mor- 
timer again, call him not a parent. 

Hie has ſullied — he has * 
the eee lee : | 


CATHARINE 1 


— 


1 5 T TE . ** X. 


FROM THE SAME. 


OUR laſt letter has given me 
ſpirits. The ſudden indiſ- 
poſirios of Sir Edmund Chetwyn's 
| brother, Lord Montford, is a fortu- 
nate event. I cannot help draw- 
ing the moſt flattering hopes from 
this incident; eſpecially as you tell 
me, that an expreſs has arrived 
from Lord Montford, to ſummon 
Sir Edmund immediately to town, 
By theſe means your friend will, J 
at leaſt, gain a ſhort reſpite, and it is 
not impoſſible that, during the bar; ] 
net's abſence, her -tears and com- ns 
| lala „ 


my * 
bj?” 


48 CATHART WE. 5 
plaints may blunt the edge of Mr. 
Mortimer's cruelty. But there is 


another circumſtance infinitely more 


favourable. Lord Montford, you 
obſerve, is paſt recovery. At his 
deceaſe, the title and eſtates will, of 
courſe, deſcend to Sir Edmund 
Chetwyn. Who can tell what effect 
this ſudden advance of rank and 
fortune will produce u pon a temper 
ſo proud and vain as that of the Ba- 
ronet? Will he not begin to re- 
flect on what he has been doing? 
If fo, reflection may probably bring 
on e 
Poſſelled of wes o hand a 
year, and a coronet, he will, perhaps, 
look down with contempt on the 
daughter of a country gentleman, 


CATHARINE. 49 
| who has no titles to boaſt of, and 


whoſe chief _ val . in 28 
WO 1 


70 0 you, my deareſt Ce” : 
_ theſe notions may appear rather 
ſtrained. Thave, however, received 
ſome conſolation from them, nay, 

1 begin to exult, and am almoſt | 


ready to promiſe you that there is 


an end to the ſorrows of your lovely 
friend. Lou know, Charlotte, I. 
have long turned over the volume - 
of human nature. I frequently 
meet with characters which puzzle 
me, and ſometimes am obliged to 
leave them unſolved, and paſs. on 


to another page. But the heart of 
Sir Edmund Chetwyn, I can read, 
with as much eaſe as 1 can repeat 


vel. 1. x de 


30 e r 2A. ; 
the alphabet, and if Tam wrong in 
my conjecture, 1 give you "_ 


never to truſt me more. 


14 1 ſay, is full of 
anxiety and concern, on account. of 
| Catharine, and you indeed ax Pear 
to have loſt your ufual vivacity.— 
But I muſt inſiſt on your no longer 
viewing things through ſo dark a 
medium. We have every thing to 
hope. The proſpect brightens up- 
every object before us looks calm 
and chearful. I wiſh it were in my 
power to diſſipate your inquietude: 
You aſk me for a budget of court 
news and ſcandal, but I am unluck- 
ily barren of both, for a fortnight. 
at leaſt has pailed, fince I appeared 
in rhe precincts of St. James's — - 
I never go to any public Places, ex- 
cept | 


F 4 


cept Vauxhall, where I 8 


ſäaunter an hour oitw 
poſe of ſtudying characters. I went 


> for the pur- 


thither laſt night, when I was ſedu- 8 


ced into my old trade of ſonnet- 
ſeering. I had lately taken up Mr. 
Gray's celebrated elegy, and as 1 
ſat ruminating upon it, in one of 


the remote boxes of the gardens, 6 


my evil genius tempted me to at- 


tempt a parody of it. By the bye, 


I am not very partial to parodies ; 
however, I made a fort of devoti- 
onal apology to the immortal bard, 


for the liberty I was going to * * | 
with him, and pulling out the poc- 


- 


ket book and little filver-topped 


pencil which I once received from 


your Nm hand, I began to write 


E2 1 what 


52 -& 4A T H A R 1 N *. 3 wort 
what 1 here ſend, merely to ahve 
you a few minutes relaxation from 
Your knxiety. 1 e 
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| T H E hautboy Gill ſoft prelude v to 
1 the ſong, 
The nymphs fantaſtic ſwell the e 
ee 
From each gay walk ruſh forth th admi- 8 
ring throng, 75 
And leave. this 9 ſeat—to.n me. 5 
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| Now takes each happy youth his ſilent ſtand, 1 


And an is heard hue _—_ 8 Ong 
. ds airs; 35 — 
Save 2 yon cirde's « hiperdtales ex- 
pand, | 

"And Aatt'ry lots the lit ning ii 8 
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Within you Fenda dome, with pictures 
lin'd, 


Where ſentimental od wil ande weep 3 5 


| On narrow: benches at whole length reclin' d, 
Inebriated ſwains in ſilence ſleedp. 


14 
. 


The burſt of laughter echoing rough tho 
- :hall,.” 
Th he loud and ſhell 1 wit of paſſing 
beaux; 


Fhe v wanton' 8 giggle, and the watchman' 1 


call, 1 | 
Ne er wake theſe 3 from their 
dead repoſe: = 


E3. 1 de 


5D ©: T H A R 1 WIE. 
- For them in vain reſounds the tink'ling bell, 
Tauhat calls admiring cits to yonder ſhade, 
To view the mimic cottage and the mill, 
And. all the wonders of the gs ca- 
cade | . | 


Oft did the Fa to their loud clamours yield, 
; INT cat - calls oft” een Shield's feet 
ſtrains have broke 

1 march'd their legions ofer the 8 
fought field, | 

How fell the lamps beneath their hiver- 
ing ſtroke. 


Let not bie mock their uſeleſs 4 
Or ſtrive their great atchievements to 
N e; F 
Nor prudence read, with a diſdainful . f 
The annals of this bold tumultuous race. 
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Perhaps on yonder ſeat is ftretch'd along, 
Some bard, once pregnant with poetic 


an © 
Some | 


. 8 8 1 
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80 Some rake, who, f 
| . 
| Once ak wenncy he tiring hre. 


But giddy Khoi now bas fill d his foul, 


_ With joys the tuneful nine could ne'er 


C44 ore; - 

e ſmiting maids fill RY the ba ing 
r 

And bids him un all ſtudies but to heft. 


FC 
Some mute inglorious Hayley here may 
reſt 80 ä | 5 


Some modern Pindar, who, his comic darts, 


 Ne'er dar'd to level at his fov'reign's 
| breaſt. 


Cy 


Beneath 1 0 trees, with ole cling. lights 

Dierſpread, 

ten ling ins renew 1 las rous 
droil; 85 | 
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; Full oft, with pleaſure have I en him 


36 CATHARINE 5 
And oft a ſtreaming face, and. bag 


head, | 
Provoke the paſſing. confi of a ile. 


Oft are the bowls 4 to the i 
Or whirl'd in ſhapeleſs atoms through 
the air; 

And many a broken glaſs i is | rover d around, 
To ſhew what Ds have Nook: 

| there! 


For thee, who mindful of this jovial throng, 
Doſt in theſe artleſs lines their tale relate; 
If chance, yon bright illumin'd walks among, 
| Some kindred ſpirit ſhall enquire thy fate. 


H aply ſome hoary headed rake may ſay, 


ll 
Amidſt theſe paths, at the decline of day, 
When Mrigbten's aer voice indpir 'd 

| the e | 15 

\ There 


EXTRAKIN Y. 57 


There, at the foot of yon majeſtic beech, 
"Thad rears its n e arms ſo 
high; e 
His liflleſs length at WE ind bo 
„ 
And gaze at citizens that babbled by. 


Hard by yon . LI would i fe, 


A cold collation then before him ſpread 


And laugh to ſee them, as a ſtroke of wit, 


$:2 


head. 


One eve J miſt him, in this ſtill retreat, 
Along the walks, and near his faw rite 
| tree ; +. e 1 * 
| Another came; nor at his cuſtom'd ſeat; 


Nor or in the grove, nor oder hall v was 


* next his eulogy, and hiſt'ry brought, 


His faults forgot, his errors e : 


Wi with praiſe ; | 
| From 


Hurl green glaſs bottles at the waiter's 
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keen ee from cities * re- 
mote, n | 
He pas now the ev "ring of is as. 
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ARTHUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE, 


10 


| 
mY 


. SIR EDMUND CHETWYN, 


b * thou haſt not they heard 
4 good news, Edmund, I am 
going to tell thee ſome. A coalition 
having been formed between the 
gout and a certain beautiful little 
Vench, of our acquaintance, they 
have both together, after a long 
cru ggle, gon company dominion 
over 
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over the Herculean Peer, thy bro- 
ther, and he is now on the point of 

making his bow, and. turning his 
back upon this inſignificant world. 
"The agreeable intelligence has juſt 
been brought to Brooks's, where! 
am, now buſily employed at the 

Pharo- table; but having always an 

eye to thy intereſt, as well as my 

own, I have ſnatched five minutes, 
in order to diſpatch this packet, — 
Thou wilt, of courſe, come inſtantly 
to town, though the chances are 
ſo much againſt thy finding Lord 
Montford in a “ breathing ſtate,” 
that a ſporting friend of mine, has 
juſt taken a hundred guineas, to pay. 
ten for every hour he lives. I may 
therefore, with ſafety congratulate ; 
thee on thy new n of rank 
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an fortune, and remain, with all 


* < 


2 reſpect, OS 37 
NM y Lord, 
Four Lordſhip's \ 
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tid. Vote Moſt obedient, and 
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Moſt devoted Servant, 


A. Collins. 
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70 GEORGE WILLIAMS, ESQUIRE,. 


AT GUERNSEY.. 


SIR, z | 


quainting you, that Mr. Ack- 


och an 


8 1 1 4 1 FE: 7 AD 
AC A TH A'RT * . 


| land is ſo far recovered, 1 his 

phyficians have allowed him to tra- 
vel. He is going to embark im- 
mediately for Wales, whither, he 

informs me, he is called by the 


moſt preſſing and importunate bu- 
Re. 15 5 


0p 
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* 1 E'T TER XXXIII. | 


SIR EDMUND CHETWYN, - 


* 


ARTHUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE. 
OU muſt excuſe me, Arthur. 


Before the receipt of your 
friendly letter, 1 had been ſum- 


' moned by ſeveral expreſſes to Mont. | 


ford-Houſe, but I moſt certainly 


| ſhall not be 1 in fuch haſte to ſet for- 
ward as you imagine. It is true 
that my fortune, in ſome meaſure, 


depends upon the j journey. At all 
events, however, a profuſion of 


wealth and titles will ſoon be ſhow- 
ered upon me. 1 am now deſirous: = 


of | 
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CATBARIN E 03 
of ſecuring my future happineſs, 
and that I can do only by ſtaying. 
| here. Lou know of the accident 
' _ "that lately happened. Did not the ; 
dear fugitive eſcape from my em. 

| braces, at the very moment in which 
thought her moſt ſecure? To pre- 
vent a ſimilar diſappointmeric, I 
have, long ago, made an irrevo- 
cable vow, never to ſtir a ſingle ſtep 
from this ſpot until ſhe is mine for 
ever. My journey will conſe 
; quently. be delayed till the day 
from which I am to date my hap- | 
pineſs. That day I hope is not a | 
diſtant one, for Mr. Mortimer has 
at length prevailed upon, or rather 
compelled his lovely daughter to 
appoint the period of our nuptials. 
This morning, however, the made 
a grand attempt to cancel the ob- 
ligation, 5 


G4 CATHARINE 


"ligation, but her ſcheme was de- 
feated, merely by my ſuperior abi- 
ities of intrigue. You know, Ar- 


thur, that in the gay circles of fa- 
ion, J was always celebrated for 


a ſort of melting language, that 


never failed to ſoften, if not to 
inflame the female breaſt. It 


is ſomewhat ſtrange that I have 


not been able to make the like im- 


preſſions on the heart of Catharine. 
We have been walking together 


in the garden. Tou are ſure I con- 


demned every roſe, and every violet 


that we paſſed, as mere foils to her 


beauty. The curling vines, the 


gay bloſſoms, the bluſhing fruit, 


furniſhed me with tender alluſions, 


but they were alluſions which ſhe 
did not care to underſtand. I de- 


termined to be more explicit. 
| , | . ec I 


A 


*% 


CATHARINE iy. 


4 have juſt heard the rapturous 
ridings, ſaid I, my deareſt Catha- 
rine, that you have at laſt conde- 
ſcended to fix the joyful. hour, in 
which I am to conduct you to yon- 
der ſpot,” pointing to the village 


Church, which „ over an 


adjoining ſhrubberx. EC 


« Has then A A Sir, 
ſaid ſhe, with ſome ſurpriſe, told 


0 ce He has told me, my amiable 
friend, I replied, that you: promiſed 
ls to 2. oma LIE | 


1 1 i you, Str aid 
Catharine, interrupting me. It is 
true I made him a promiſe, but 
you know not in what a cruel man- 
Ya II. V 
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| vell known to me. It 8 dreadful 
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e ATHAR] > 


me. Neither will | you ever know 


it. e eee eee 


MH ave I been ſo much deceived? 
After all my fond hopes, am 1, at 
laſt, to- be made ſo completely 

| wretched ? we Ts this gleam of Joy 


that furrounded me, fo ſoon over- 


Caſt by a cloud of ſorrow ?—Think | 
again, my ſweet friend. It is your 


father to whom this ſolemn aſſure- 


ance has been made. Do you know | 
the conſequence of ſporting with a 


man ſo irritable, ſo violent as s Mr. 


| Mortimer! 4 


<< Alas Sir, the conſ 


in 


1 CATHARINE. 67 
in the extreme. I look forward 
to it with fear and horror. From 
my offended father, I expect no 
mercy. He will load me with 
ſhame and poverty, f. purn me off, 
and ſend me forth, a helpleſs wan- 
derer through the world. He will 
harden his heart againſt me, nor . | 
will he ſhed a lingle tear for all TRE 5 
auen | 


N Forbear this . and let 
me intreat you, by all that is fond 
and reſpectful, to fly into theſe 

arms for protection from ſuch cru- 
| cn | | - 


„Ahl ſaid ſhe, looking upon 
me with a degree of tenderneſs 
which I had never before experi- 
enced from her, what can 1 * | 
; F 2 em a 


68 CATHARINE 


from one who has hitherto been my 1 
5 : nly perſecutari Ws | 


A« Recal chat laſt 1 It is too 
much. You knew not the ſince- 
rity of my paſſion, — You know 


not the feelings of this faithful 


| heart, that now trembles at your 
_ ſeverity. Never will I deceive you, 
if you will rely upon my faith, — 
upon my generoſity. I feel a con- 
ſcious virtue within, that tells me I 
ſhall have pride in ſhewing my 
gratitude. I ſwear ever to approach 
you with love, reſpect, and ONT 
homage.” > bs 
« It is impoſſible that I can any 
longer miſtruſt you,” cried this ami- 
able creature, while her eyes gliſ- 
tened with tears. I now throw. 


: e 7 


CATHARINE . 69 
an felk on your protection. To 


my deareſt friend have I ſued i in 


vain for compaſſion. I knelt, and 
wept before him. Alas! I had not 
the power to melt him into pity. 

He was too harſh, too cruel l- But 


let me not complain of my beloved 


father. Had he felt my miſeries, 
he would have relieved them, but 
he thou ght they were all ideal and 
viſionary. » You, Sir, I truſt, will 
view them in a more favourable 


light, for I am going to lay open 


my whiole heart before you; and 
to make you my judge. You have 
promiſed to be generous, from 
Dou, therefore, I expect that mercy. _ 
which was .denied me wy iu —w_ 2 
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have not yet paſſed, ſince I loſt 


| Sir Cal, 1 am 1 to Th 


with candour and ſincerity. You 


have long followed me with a fatal 


paſſion. I believe your profeſſions 
ſincere, and therefore pity you from 
my very ſoul; but, believe me, 1 


can never go further. Sir, I will 
not ſcruple to tell you, that this 
heart is not a ſtranger to the ten- 


dereſt of all paſſions. I was once 
bleſt in the love of one, whoſe name 


I cannot mention without tears! — 


Heaven formed us for each other. 


with our misfortunes} but ſo ſtrongly 
were we knitted together, by mu- 


'tual affection, that even under mis- 
fortunes we were happy. Yet we 


were mortals, and our bliſs was but 
of ſhort duration. Three months 


* 
* .* 
2 - 3 
$ 
$4 
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CATHARINE 7K 


this dear companion. Three betle 
months! —— Ah! judge, if ir be 
poſſible, for my aching boſom to. 
receive à freſh. impreſſion. My 
mind revolts at the hated idea 
It is beyond meaſure ſhocking — 
Sir Edmund, if you purſue your ſuit 
| ſor ever, it is not in my nature to 
love you. Beware then, how l am 
cruelly forced into your arms. 
ButI rely on your generoſity. Wirth. 
joy I accept your proffered; terms 
of friendſhip. You have now-a 
glorious opportunity. of diſplaying 
your liberality. Give up all pre- 
tenſions to a heart, that never can 
be your's, and I will bleſs you for 
ever. 1 here receive you as my 

beſt and deareſt friend,” | 


80 


ONT" - CATHARINE. 


80 ſaying, ſhe wiped the trickling 
tears from her cheeks, and dire&- 
ing her eyes towards me, with an 
air of ſweetneſs and modeſty, held 
out her beautiful white hand, as a. 
—_- of reconciliation. ns perl 


1 dared not to couch it, Arthur! 
What a rack did I endure! Never 

was miſerable wretch in ſuch a di- 

lemma. My whole heart was in- 

_ flamed, while ſhe continued to ſtand 
in the ſame ſweet ſupplicatory at- 
titude. My blood throbbing in my 
veins. My hand moved towards 
hers, I was on the point of ſeiz- 

ning the tempting gift, but I re- 
=  Ccollected the conditions on which 
it was offered. It was like the en- 
_ ticing fruit of Paradiſe, my bane 
| bl masz in the rovch!—What | was to 


N * 


on od: & Lo 7 oh - 


be done? I was now fairly caught 


in my own ſnare: I, however, ex 

tricated myſelf, by a bold and well 
timed effort. Pretending to miſ- 
truſt Mr. Mortimer, as the author 


of my diſappointment, I affected 


a moſt violent fit of anger. Can 
1 truſt my ſenſes, I exclaimed, how 
different is all this from what Ilex. 
pected, after the aſſurances that 


have ſo recently been given me! 
But I fee through the impoſi tion. 
It is roo apparent. Mr. Mortimer 


am a dupe to his arts. It is my 


own. fault, however, if I am any 


longer trifled with. — No! — I will 


have an immediate explanation. —'_ 
My vengeance ſhall inſtantly over- 
take him. He ſhall not eſcape me, 


by heaven.” 1 | 


* 


5 : | 74 C 4 1 H. „ E. 


While I was ſpeaking, I clapped 
my hand ſeveral times, as if invo- 
luntarily on the handle of my ſword. 
Without waiting for an anſwer, I 
leaped over ſome Chineſe paling, 
which ſeparates one ſide of the gar- 
den from the park, and r ran wwards. 
the houſe. nn, 


Hold, Sir, cried the affrighted 
Catharine, ſtretching her arms over 
the rails, you will not leave me 
thus! for heaven's ſake, return, and 
receive the explanation from me, for 
I alone am to be blamed.” 


T his was preciſely what I wanted. 
2 I ſtepped back, when _ thus pro- 
oceded, ; 


Indeed, 


CATHARINE 75 
« Indeed, Mr. Mortimer deſerves 
no cenſure. He has not told you 
a ſyllable but what is the ſtricteſt 
truth. In a fatal hour, I made him 
the promiſe which I have Juſt re. 


cl.. 


„Ahl cruel and unkind! But 


| it is to him, that 1 am to look for 


the performance of his engagement, 15 


e and by heaven and ear 


1 8 Sir, ſhe 1 ere N 
: ed, you have juſt cautioned me 
againſt the terrible conſequerices of / 
trifling with Mr. maar tur- 
bulent eee 


« 


confuſion, for I here felt really 


hurt, — good God, you do not mean 


00 Trifling! —1 ren in great 


A 
% 


6 cx T H A R IN E. 
10 intimidate me! You cannot 
think me a coward! Burt I will 

prove, atleaſt, that your ſuſpicions 5 
are ll grounded.” vt 4 


85 One moment more, I beſeech 
you, rejoined Catharine, Wa have 
| entirely miſconceived _—_— *: 


e N ot another -nflanc! EE My 
By Honour is now in queſtion, Have 


8 Alas 1 wo not what I have | 
| Gaid, Oh! for one 1 of 1 


«Tt is too eg 


Am! then, ſaid The, fo vile a 
' wretch, as to become the deſtroyer 
of my parent? No, unkind as he hath 
FV 


b nA A . FF 
been to me, it is my duty to pro- 


tect my dear father from your bar- 
barity. If Iuſt ſuffer, I will ſuffer 
alone. Sir Edmund, you may 


make your peace with Mr. Morti- 
mer. I here agree, ſhe continued, 


(bluſhing and fixing her downcaſt 
eyes upon the ground) I here agree 
to ratify the fatal promiſe. My 

laſt hopes of ſuccour are now loſt. 


Ahl where al I hide mY confu- 


Lion,” + 
; A 5 f 


133 In theſe faithful arms,” ſaid I, 


catching her eagerly to my boſom.. . 
Precious creature, never will I 


give you cauſe to repent.” 


The concluſion of my ſpeech, | 
you will eaſily imagine, was all rap- 
ture and e full of © roſy... 
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1 7 CATHARINE 
V and fantaſtic chains.” Now, l 
Arthur, I have only to add, that if 
Il ſuffer her to eſcape me again, then 

am I the erranteſt coxcomb that 
ever followed a petticoalt. 


2 
— * 


ET TER SER 
MR. ACKLAND, 


70 


GEORGE WILLTAMS, ESQUIRE, # 


4+ GUERNSEY. 7 


1 K R fo many Windy en- 
quiries, you will have much 
pleaſure in hearing that I am arrived 
in Wales. When I tell you that 
only a few ſhort miles now divide 
+7 oo 


| me e from my dearęſt Catharine, you 


will judge of my anxiety. I am 
haunted by a thouſand fears and 
ſorrowful predictions. If ſhe ſhould. 
have put the worſt conſtruction on 


my late accident, how fatal will be 


the conſequence! What hopes, 
indeed, could ſhe entertain of my 
eſcape, after the veſſel was wrecked 
before her eyes! ? When laſt I ſaw 5 
her, ſhe was ſtanding by the ſea- 


fide, with out ſtretched arms, filling 


the ſhore with her piteous cries. 2 


endeavoured to encourage her 5 by 


waving my hand, but in the at- = 
tempt, quitted my hold of the rock 
to which I had clung, — ſunk, and 


law her no more. Who can far, 


what dreadful impreſſions ſuch an 
affecting ſight m7 have fixed upon 
| „„ 
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8 CATHARINE. 


her tender mind? or what horrid! 
reſolutions ſhe may have taken, in. 
the height of her deſpair. But why 
ſhould I anticipate ?. | 2 
I mean to proceed inſtantly to- 
the wood, which I ſhall enter by 
the private path to which ſhe for- 
merly directed me. Should I find: 
her living, what a joyful, an extatic 
moment! But if then, 
my dear friend, farewel. At all 
events, her fate ſhall Aetertüee | 
2 mine. 
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FROM THE SAME. 


ITH all my aſſiduity and 
attention, I have not yet 
been able to explore this ſecret path. 
Twice have I walked round the 
wood. I have lifted every buſh. 
and every bramble, within 8 | 
reach, but can find no paſſage. — 
The ,under-wood is every where 
thick and inacceſſible. I have made 
enquiries at the cottage, on the ſide _ 
of the wood. When I mention the 
name of Catharine, the cottagers aſ- 
ſume the moſt profound ignorance, 
and anſwer all my queſtions by a 
general ſtare of 1 
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"LETTER EXEVE. 
FROM THE SAME. 


1 


FEAR I have loſt her eter- 

1 nally. Having lately rambled 
down to the ſea-ſide, in hopes of 
diſcovering a particular knot of 
trees, in the wood, which ſhe once 
deſcribed. I ſtopped at the place 
where my unfortunate veſſel was. 
ORR 


This faid I, is the very ſpot 
on which ſhe ſtood, and that fatal 
rock —, I was proceeding in 
my foliloquy, when I obſerved 
ſomething like a handkerchief lying 
. I, ol 


% 
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on the beech, which apparently had 


been waſhed on ſhore by the tide. 


When I examined it more cloſely, 
how was my mind agitated! It 
was a muſlin ſhawl, thar once be- 
longed to the unhappy - Catharine, 
This very ſhawl, for I have it now 
in my hand, was the firſt trifling 


pledge of our love. The day when 
I preſented it to her, I ſhall never 


forget. © This is a gift (ſaid ſhe 


on receiving it) which I ſhall always 
prize, and never will I part with it, 
but with my exiſtence.” Too well, 
1 fear, ſhe has verified her promiſe. 


In the attempt to ſave my life ſhe oo 
has loſt her own, © And art thou 
{till contented to live,” you will 
exclaim, Wilt thou not follow thy 


i $ 25 ; 


faithful Catharine ? Follow her to, 


more happy abodes, Where —— 
| | | Hold, 


8 


A 


Hold, my friend! I wear, — but 
5 why ſhould I ſwear. My conjec- 
tures are perhaps ill founded. When 
I find them otherwiſe, I will not 
exiſt another inſtant, not even to bid : 
W a Ana! adieu! 


"LET TER un. 


FROM THE SAME. - 


LL my endeavours to come 

at the truth, are ſtill unſuc- 
ceſsful. The cottagers, I am now 
convinced, are really ignorant of 
- the whole affair. They do not even 
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know that there is ſuch a place as 


a private dwelling in the wood. — 


When I attempted to deſcribe it, 


they laughed at my credulity.— 


This family are new inhabitants. 
J have learnt, with regret, that the 
old man, who was the ſtaunch friend 

of Catharine, has lately been diſ- 


charged for diſobedience to the 


commands of Mr. Mortimer. He 
is, however, they tell me, ſome- 


where in the neighbourhood. {From 
this information I draw ſome hopes, 


as ( ſhould my fears which have 
ariſen from the circumſtance of the 


| ſhawl, be without foundation) it is 
probable that he may ſtill admi- 


niſter to her neceſſities. Perhaps F 


may be able to find out this Old 15 
man, at leaſt, I am reſolved not to 


$6 CATHARIN x. 
relax in my reſearches. Among 
che cottagers I have taken up a 
temporary reſidence, and ſhall not 
depart without conviction. A hun- 
dred times a day I wander round 
the wood, and have evenpenetrated a 
conſiderable way among the ſhrubs 
and buſhes. When hidden among 


the thick trees, I call on the name of 55 


Catharine, ſetting up the moſt loud 
and vehement ſhouts, in hopes that 
the may hear my well-known voice. 
Sometimes I imagine ſhe anſwers 
to my cries, but on repeating them, 
find myſelf deceived by a diſtant 
echo. In attempting to find out 
the hidden paſſage to her retreat, 
that leads from the cottage-garden, 
I have been equally unproſperous. 
In ſhort, every thing now. before 
me is ſuſpence and uncertainty, and 
- a ED 


. 
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the oppoſite paſſions of hope and 
tear, OR: n my difor- 
dered . 


LETTER XXXVIII. 


SIR EDMUND chrrwyx, 


10 
ARTHUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE, 


HE joyful day is at length 
| arrived! I am this mo- 
ment bound for the village church. 
This houſe is now a ſcene of feſ- 
tivity. Not a gloomy, face is to be 
ſeen, except that of the charming 
bride, who is ſtill ſorrowful and 
G „ 9 


3 | 
* 


- 38 Þ 4 ＋ H ART N : - 
dejected. She had made another 
pauaathetic appeal to my paſſions, you 
may eaſily gueſs with what ſucceſs. 


„ 4 + 


x 


ECC 


Farewell — Our party begins to 
move forward. What would you 
give to ſee the proceſſi We are 
headed by the vicar, KM pariſh- 
clerk (the exact counter part of 
Sancho Pancha) ſtrutting behind his 
double chin, brings up the rear. 
For myſelf, you are ſure I make a 
reſpectable figure in this rural pa- 
geant, but as to Catharine, ſhe is 
literally a mourning bride, Paſſing 
on with feeble ſteps, beating her 

pod boſom, and * her gu! ſhe | 
| | ing 


EK Wi * K 1 W *. "oh 
Ing tears from her checks. I can. 
compare her only to the Grecian 
Emily, following the corpſe of her 
beloved Arcite to the funeral pile. 
However, Arthur, I am a novice in 
the art of gallantry, if when the- 
ceremony is paſt, I cannot baniſh. - 
this ill-timed unmatrimonial ſorrow” 
from her boſom, and ſoothe and 
Hatter her into a better humour, 1 
ſhall then addreſs her in the lan- 
guage of my prototype, the i Ho 
Tug VE: Es 


wy . 8 this to make my 
pleaſure perfect, and now, Madam, 
we may dance, and fing, and love, 
in "_ earneſt,” 


LETTER 


9⁰ CATH A R 1 N E, 
MR, ACKLAND) | 
| 15 | 


| + GEORGE WILLIAMS, ESQUIRE, | 


Y prediction was too true. 
She is loſt for ever. Un- 


eee the cruel waves from 


which I eſcaped, have overwhelmed 
her. After much toil and difficulty I 
have found out her late habitation. 
Happening this morning to ſee 
through ſome boughs, a ſmall ca- 
vity near the edge of the wood, I 

immediately had my ſuſpicions, and 

borrowing an axe from the cottage, 
Icutaway ſome low ſhrubsandprick- 
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ly buſhes, when I ſoon found myſelf 
in a cloſe paſſage. I paſſed on till 
I came to an open ſpot, where I ob- 
ſerved, under a clump of birch- 
trees, a little clay- built hut. Good 
God, what were my feelings = Ca- 
 tharine! my only Catharine !“ I ex- 
claimed, as I approached, i in accents 
that rung through the wood. No 
anſwer was returned. I entered the 
hut, but how ſhall I deſcribe the 
_ deadly pang that tore my boſom, 

when I found the dear inhabitant + 

was gone. What a melancholy 

ſcene was here. A pen was lying 
near an ink- ſtand, on a deal table, 
under the window, with which the 
had apparently been - writar >, juſt | 
before ſhe left the hut. The floor 
Was ſtrewed with E an 5 


ment, 


Y of her fate.“ 


„ CATHARINE 
ment of a letter, which the der 


ſufferer had written to her friend, 


3 during the dreadful ſtorm. This 


fragment has too well convinced me 


ST 


1 


=” koi ö he ? muſt inevitably 


5 70 periſh. The veſſel is ſurely daſhed 


«to pieces. Even at this diſtance, 


e methinks I hear his dreadful 
e ſhricks, — I cannot ſtir to his re- 
lief, I am enveloped in general 
4 darkneſs, except when a burſt of 
e lightning affords me a tranſient 
s view of the ſurrounding objects. 
Again I hear the dreadful cries of 
«the mariners. Ahl my dear lord, a. 
s timorous, weak, and helpleſs wo- 


man, what aſſiſtance can 1 give 


N you, | 
Lox See Firſt Volume, Page yy | 


wy you; in this hour of Aiftreſs?- "i 
But why do I ſtay here 1n ſafety? 
«If T cannot aſſiſt you, I can die 
c ilb you,—T come! — In ſpite of 
e lightnings, ſtorms and whirlwinds, 
< ] come. —I will hang over you 
ve jn death. ee Wh, 3 I 
mm * W 


6" C4» * 
* „ * * 4 1 


— 


* * + * * * 


Do you mark the concluding 
lines? We will, at leaſt, periſn 
together.“ Can there be a ſtronger 
proof of the fatal reſolution ſhe took 
in that deſpairing moment? What 
then remains for me, but to purſue 
my dreadful purpoſe. Alas! I want 
courage! I find, at laſt, that I am 
3 


94 CATHARINE. 


a coward. A thouſand times * 


have refolved, and as often ſhrunk _ 


back with horror from the deed. 


With all my imperfections on my 
head I dare not ruſh into the pre- 


ſence · of = Maker. 


” 


LETTER XL. 
- CATHARINE, 
TO THE | 
HONORABLE MISS PERCIVAL. 


TEAVEN has, at laſt lea” 
up the meaſure of my ſor- 
rows, and never more, in this world, 


mall I look for bappineſs! 5 
LETT ER - 


OATH An 
"IL TER KEE. 
MR. MORTIMER, 

1 0 


- 


I. LLANDAFF, ESQUIRE. 


O fee my daughter united 


with a man of family, has 


ever been the wiſh neareſt my heart. 
That wiſh is now fully accompliſh- 
ed, for Catharine was this morning 
married to Sir Edmund Chetwyn. 
Our joy on the occaſion, however, 


has been interrupted by an extra- 


ordinary expreſs that has arrived 
from Lord Montford, who lies at 
che point of death. Sir Edmund 


doe ns 0 b 0 1 h 
g er . ” ES 0 
it, . A ; » ap es + 74, * 


1 


„ 
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was met by this unwelcome meſſen- 


ger as he was returning from church. 


On reading a letter which was pre- 
ſented to him, he turned pale, and 
ſeemed extremely confuſed. Its 
contents he did not think proper 
to communicate; but, turning to 


Catharine, with an air of diſappoint 7 


ment and dejection, while his coun- 


tenance betrayed a heart full of an- 


_ . guiſh, informed her, they were 
doomed to undergo a ſhort ſepa- 


ration, for that he was obliged to 
ſett off inſtantly for London,” 1 


vas ſorry, but not ſurpriſed, to ſee 


Catharine receive this information 
with a moſt inſulting look of tri- 


umph and diſdain. Sir Edmund, 
although ſeverely 'puniſhed by her 


diſreſpectful behaviour, pretended 


not to obſerve i th but took a moſt 


 affetionare | 


| 
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affectionate leave of his bride, in 


vain attempting to melt into ten- 


_ derneſa a heart, {till colder than i ice, - 
He then took me aſide, and, after | 


aſſuring me that his abſence could 
not, at the fartheſt, be extended to 


more than four days, he threw him- 5 
ſelf into the carriage, which brought 
the meſſenger, and was out 1 oF N 


in an n inſtant. 


1 a ts informed, that the 


death of Lord Montford is inevita- 


ble. My ſon-in-law will, of courſe, 
return loaded with wealth and titles, 2 
and I ſhall have the exquiſite plea- 
ſure of ſaluting my daughter by the 


name of Lady Montford. 


vol. II. IETTER 
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LETTER XIII. 


MR. ACKLAND, 


7. 
GEORGE WILLIAMS, ESQUIRE, 


AT GUERNSEY. 
I'D not I prontiſe you that 
che moment which confirmed 
my doubts, ſhould be the laſt of my 


exiſtence? How weak is human © 


reſolution ! I am now almoſt per- | 
ſuaded of the miſerable fate that has 
attended my deareſt Catharine.— 


T have ſearched her late habitation _ 


for freſh proofs. —Every thing ſerves, 
to ſtrengthen my opinion, that ſhe, - 


WEED 


TA ARIN 1-00. „ 
9 gone for ever. And yet 1 am 
contented: to live, or rather to drag 
on my wretched exiſtence a little 
longer. My mind is governed by a 
ſtrange impulſive power, which 1 
know not how to deſcribe. In the 
midſt of the gloomy regions of 
deſpair, I ſeem to perceive, ſome- 
ng like a my ray of hope. 


An Waist fondneſs for folizide 5 
iS ſtealing upon me, and I am come 
to a determination (which you per- 
haps will call improper and unrea- 
ſonable) of paſling the reſt of my 
days in this wood. I have taken up 
my reſidence in the hut, which lately” - I 
held my dear companion. My _ - 
brown bread is brought me daily + =. 

from the cottage, and I drink from _ 
the clear pebbly ſtream, ge wane | 
= FI 2 ders : 


* 
9 
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ders through the wood,—in ſhort, 
my life is the life of a hermit.— 
There is not a ſpot in the whole 
world ſo well ' fuited to my preſent. 
diſpoſition. Here I have room for 
© meditation even to madneſs.” — 
Wherever I turn my eyes, I find 
| ſome reli& that reminds me of the 
unhappy Catharine.  'The papers 
that lie ſcattered on the floor, the 
verſes carved on the , ſurrounding 
trees, the drawings and ſketches 
that adorn the walls of the hut, all 
fill my mind with fond ideas. The 
following inſcriptions I have ſelect- 
ed from a thouſand others. 


On the talleſt 5 the 8 bats | 
trees, before the door, are inſcribed 
the Slowing words. 0 


CATHARINE ACKLAND 
_ FIRST BECAME . 
An nde of this follihey Manſion, 
ON THE 85 
TWENTY NINTH OF MAY, | 
555 


1 


—<& Then was this ales, | 
« A Wins: rural ſeat of various view, OS 
„Groves, whoſe rich trees wept odours, oth 


gums and balms; : 5 
100 Others, whoſe fruit, burniſh'd with gol- 
___ denrind, 


« Hung amiable. Heſperian fables trug, 
« If true here only, and of delicious. tate 
«A ns of ſweets ! for nature here . 


wy.” -. y 


. 
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4 Wanton'd, as in hs _ ang Py at 


will. 
40 Her virgin fancies, pouring forth more 
R 


« Wild above rule, or art, enormous bliſs ; 
« Flowers of all hue, and without thorn, 
15 the roſe.” 1 


Laker the window that 
fronts the ſea-ſhore, I found theſe 
words, written upon the clay-wall. 
with a black lead N 1 


On the morning of the feſt of 
« Fune, one thouſand ſeven hun- 
<« dred and eighty ſeven, from the 
ec window of my hut, I ſaw, for the 


fiyſt time in my life, the riſing ſun. 
re \ hat a W 0 


8 


Thee 


ve 
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9 Theſe are thy wich parent of good, 
" Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 
Thus wond' rous fair, thyſelf how won- 
derous then, | 
&« Unſpeakable, who fit'ſt above the Jenin, 
Jo us inviſible, or dimly ſeen 

“Through theſe thy loweſt works her 

theſe declare | 


« Thy goodneſs beyond thought, 40 power 


divine.” 


At - ſome future hour, my dear | 


friend, I may, perhaps, be able to 


give you a fuller deſcription of this 
little hermitage, in which I intend 
to devote my future life, to the fond 
and grateful remembrance 9 the 
eee e 


H 4 LETTER | 
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EX | 5 5 LETT E R XIII. 
5 MX. MORTIMER, | 
TO 
e amen, cb. 


Y Son-in-law has written 
to inform me that his no- 
ble brother is no more. Sir Ed- 
mund (now Lord Montford) adds, 
that all his family affairs will be 
ſettled in a few days, to his entire 
ſatisfaction, after which he means to 
return immediately to Llaughlern- 
Abbey. The ſame expreſs has brought 
15 an affectionate letter from his Lord- 
dip to Catharine, but, to my great 
ſurpriſe, ſheappears not much clated 


— 


CATHARINE 10% 


With theſe new honours. For my- 
ſelf, I have at length arrived at the 


ſummit of my ambition. I am now 


the father of a Peer, and if the re- = 
mainder of my days be not full of 
happineſs, i it is ſurely my own fault. 


Thus much, at leaſt, is certain. 
Since the ennoblement of my fa- 
mily, I have found a great change 


in my diſpoſition, My ideas ap- 
pear to be elevated in proportion to 
my rank in life; my breaſt ex- 


pands with pleaſure, and 1 ſeem to 
ſwell with my own dignity. But 
remember that this is told you in 
confidence. Amidſt all my tri- 
umphs, however, I am ſorry I am 


not able to remove the weight of 
ſorrow that hangs heavy on the mind 
of Lady Catharine Montford, my © _ 
daughter. Her ſpirits, though ne- 


25 
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7 ver remarkably vivid, are now more 
daepreſſed than ever. I have per- 
ſuaded her to hunt with us, a few 
mornings, in, hopes that her melan- 
choly will be relieved by air and 
exerciſe, ſo that ſhe may be able to 
meet her Lord, on his return, with 
ſome degree of ſpirit and propriety. 


ARTHUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE, 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONORABLE LORD MONTFORD» 


HERE cannot poſſibly be a 
= 


CATHARINE 10% 


your. lordſhip has made, for forfeit- 


ing your engagement. I have fub= _ 
mitted it to your friends, who are of 


the unanimous opinion, that the 

firſt embraces of a -bluſhing and 
beautiful bride, are incitements far. 
more powerful than any they can 
urge for your ſtay in rown. They 
have therefore agreed. to diſpenſe | 
with your lordſhip's agreeable com- 
pany, this evening, upon one ſpe- 
cial condition, that i is, your lord- 
ſhip ſhall promiſe to join them 
again, immediately after you have 
paid your firſt devoirs to > th BP 
Prom SO: 47 - 
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LETTER AIV. 


CATHARINE, 
Ol. 


THE HONOURABLE MISS PERCIVAL, 


* FNRACIOUS. God! what have 
l done? am full of ſhame, 
"confuſion, and conſcious guilt. — 
I have a dreadful tale to tell my 
Charlotte.—Where ſhall I fly from 
theſe pangs, and frightful horrors, 
that rend my ſuffering boſom ?— 


Tn Continuation. 


I will ſtrive to be more compo- 
ed, my dear friend, You ſhall 


ö 
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know the extent of my misfortunes, : 
and then judge if I be not the moſt - 
| miſerable of all EE ee | 

under heaven. | 


In Continuation. 


have been praying for patience 
under my ſufferings. My period. 5 
is heard, —I am all reſignation, = 0 
Now let me tell you the cauſe of 
this new ſolicitude, 


\ 1 


In obedience to his deſire, I this” _ 


morning hunted with Mr. Morti- 
mer. In a little thicket, not far 
from the Abbey, we ſtarted a fox, 
which took its courſe towards the 
ſea-ſide. Having rode with ſuck 
ſpeed that my ſtrength was almoſt 
_ exhauſted, 1 found it neceſſary to 
: * | 
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flacken my pace, and itherefore- 
quited the hounds juſt as they were 
running oppoſite to the Wood of 
Llewellyn! I immediately made 
towards the «well-known cottage, by 
the ſide of the wood, in order to 
get ſome little refreſhment. By the 
new inhabitants, I was treated with 
much civility, but I could not for- 
get my good old benefactor, — 
While I was ſtraying in the cottage- 
garden, and muſing over the paſt 
melancholy ſcenes, I was impreſt 
with a ſtrong and unconquerable 
deſire to viſit my late habitation. 
- The ſecret path from the garden 
being perfectly known to me, I took 
an opportunity ( while the cotta- 
| gers were all buſily employed with- 
in doors) of removing the looſe 
branches of the trees that covered 
| | -. the 
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the hidden path, and without much 
difficulty entered the wood. The 
hut was nearly in the ſame ſtate as 
when I quitted it, but to my great 
ſurpriſe, the muſlin ſhawl which had 
been torn from my boſom, and 


blown into the ſea, by the furious 


winds on that ſorrowful day, when I 

went to the aſſiſtance of my unfor- 
tunate huſband, I now found, lying 
on a table, in the hut, carfully folded 


up in a ſheet of writing paper, a 


which were written theſe words. - 


* My moſt precious remembrancer.” 


What were my emotions on 
reading this inſcription? It was 


the hand writing of Mr. Ackland ! 


1 could have ſworn to the charac- 
- 1 018. - 
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ters. I was aſtoniſhed ,—confound- ” 
ed! But ſcarce had I time for a 


minute's reflection, before I obſerv- 


ed, through the little window of the 


hut, a man with a book in his hand, 
croſſing the green ſpace before the 


door. Surpriſed and terrified be- 


.. yond meaſure, I gave a loud ſhrick, 
andi inſtantly fainted. When I re- 
covered from my ſwoon, the ſtran- 


ger was bending over me, in a moſt 
affectionate attitude. I looked up 
to him for mercy. Great God !— — 


how did I furvive that trying mo- 


ment? [TI beheld the face of my 


deareſt George! Both loſt in equal 
_ conſternation, we ſtared wildly at 


each other. We mutually | attri- 


| buted this wonderful ſcene to the 


power of magic, and neither of us 
amis 


x 
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dared to utter the firſt word, leſt the 
charm ſhould be broken. After we 


had ſpent ſome moments in this 
awful ſilence, Mr. Ackland ven- 


tured to exclaim, in the moſt 1 im- 
paſſioned tone of voice, 


« Tf it be outs a beiin illu⸗ 5 
ſion before me, I will not complain, 


but if thou art really the beſt be- 


loved of my ſoul, for heaven's ſake 
ſpeak, for I can no longer endure = 


this n e e 


„Oh! my . friend I cried, 


in faultering accents —F could not 
finiſh the ſentence. The reſt of my _ 


words died mp on Fo tongue. 


— WiN faid he, 1. am done = 
vagh,”: 


* 


4; 
Jp 
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by that ſweet FOICEs thou art indeed 


my Catharine.” 


| w* 88 of 1 receive the 


thanks of this grateful. heart, I 

cried, falling. on my knees, and 
burſting into tears.—Then turning 
to Mr. Ackland, „I will not now, 


I continued, aſk you by what won- 
derful means your precious life has 


been preſerved, after I ſaw you fink 


beneath the waves. I have only to 
rejoice that, by a miracle of heaven, 
you are thus reſtored to my fond 


boſom, and to pray without ceaſing, | 


that we may no more experience 


the duc Pang of en., a 


i Swe teſt —_ * Wiebe 1 
vomen, he anſwered, 1 have already 
TY ped in the petition, And now 


; 
EY ” let 
; » W ; 6 p 


7 


*. 
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let me ſatisfy my ardent deſire of 


holding thee, once more, with all 
thy beauties, within theſe wedded 
arms.“ Scarce had he ſpoken, 


when he ſnatched me with eagerneſs , 
to his throbbing breaſt. | 

ill chat inſtant 1 8 deer 
powered with happineſs, that T had 


not once reflected on my late fatal 


marriage. Gracious God! what 
horrid thoughts now ruſhed upon 
my wounded foul! ] ſtarted from 
his embraces, lifted my eyes and 
hands towards heaven, and ſtood in 


an agony of deſpair. Mr. Ackland 


obſerved me, with amazement. 


- 


strive to be e mere Wah, th | 


- bweet friend, he cried, what is the 
12 „ cauſe 
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cauſe of os kg me”. 


0 I 8 not ani} 0 - Leave 5 
me, I charge 705 5 leave me.” 


28 «Never! —Never,Catharine, ml : 
we Ren be __ 5 
Ah! how are you deceived ! — 
Lou know not what a dreadful im- 
pediment divides us. Little do you 
imagine how faithleſs and ungrate- 
— ful I have been. Little do you ſuſ- 
pect how ſtrangely I am altered 
ſince laſt we ſaw each other. Once. 
more, I conjure you to depart, for 
I cannot live in your ſight. My 
cheeks redden with ſhame, and my 
poor boſom is torn in . by me 
thang of Hs 5 
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5 i” « What can this mean ? rejoined 


Mr. Ackland, I. begin to tremble 


for your ſenſes.” 


12 33 *. 


cc © Oh that they were fled for 


ever. Then ſhould 1I be free from 
the reproaches of a wounded con- 


ſcience.” EE II Ct, 


ade e of this Keep me 


no longer on the rack, but unfold . 
pour imaginary ſorrows, that I may 


be able to give you advice and heal- 


ing comfort.” 


| cc 5 is 0 bite 1 Your 5 8 1 
will now be fruitleſs, I have done 
a deed that hay e us 9 5 


= eternal ruin.” 


1 
wo 
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e Come to my arms then, thou 
| deareſt of thy ſex, and we will ſhare 
our miſeries together, for, while 1 
_ thus 5 you to 89553 faithful 
* « EATS, I cried with the 
utmoſt vehemence, at the ſame time 
ſtruggling to get free. Once more 
I tell you, we muſt never meet 
again. There is horror in the 
thought — I am now the wife of 
"oor Edmund Chetwyn.. 


— 


«What have you ad exclaimed 
Mr. Ackland, in a moſt ſolemn and 
pathetic manner, quitting my hand, 
. nn pale with terror. 


441 cannot repeat the fatal truth, 


1 ad, we are both mm for 
ever. 


* g CFE $27 


* 


ever. | Yer be aſſured, I have not 


erred intentionally. Fortune only, 
and our cruel ſtors, have been the 


cauſe of all this wretchedneſs.— 


After bewailing your loſs with the 
bittereſt of tears — when, i in a fatal 
hour I yielded, unwillingly and with 
terror yielded to the cruel com- 


mands of Mr. Mortimer, and _"_ _ 


” 


Sir Edmund ——: 5 


* f 
* 5 


ee No more of ac Catharine, he 

interrupted. Do not repeat the 
hated name of Sir Edmund Chet- 
Wyn, leſt in the height of my fury | 
and reſentment 1 pierce | your 3 


faithful Rn ” 


«Ir ald be a generous at ; 5 
replied, Alas! I have already lived 


too long. I aſk but for a few mi- : 


5 Ed 1 


1 N * 
. ! 4 
F * 4 
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nutes more of exiſtence, - that 1 Ei 
may acquit myſelf to you, and to 
heaven. Do not frown ſo diſdain- 
fully upon me. I cannot bear thoſe 
terrible, thoſe frightful looks. 1 
here aſſert my innocence.— While 
we were bleſt with each other, did 1 
not ever love you with increaſing 
paſſion? and ſince your ſuppoſed 
deceaſe, heaven has been the witneſs 
of my unbounded ſorrow. My 
days and nights have been waſted 
in che „ | 


cc Arms of my accurſed rival, „ 
cried Mr. Ackland, er ping 


1 - 


No! — Indeed you do me 


wrong. My heart has ever deteſted | 


1 it 5 


®, 


5 Sir Edmund Chetwyn, as much as 5 
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it has doated and ſtill dotes upon 
you, the object of my affections. It is 
true, I have been compelled to give 
; my hand to him, but I have never | 
ſeen him fince the horrid ceremony 
paſſed, and I would die rather than 
ſubmit to his cmRraces.”” - | 


« « Then all is vel, „ Mr. 9 : 
Ackland, and we are {till the hap- 
pieſt of mortals.” Thus ſaying, he 
once more caught' me in _ ey : 


ce = his muſt not. be,” 1 al; 
ſtruggling with all my power to 
releaſe myſelf ! Suffer me, I con- 
jure you, to depart.” | 


— © Unkind and barbarous 1 You Ts 
. would a: realy” leave. me in - this N 
manner.“ . 
b 0 Rane : 
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Remember my dreadful ftua- 
tion. Am ] not the wife of another? 
I will not ſtay one inſtant more, leſt 
1 draw down the vengeance of hea- 
ven on my head.” I then broke 
from him, flew out of the hut, and 
ran through the wood, towards che 
| cottage-garden. Mr. Ackland fol- 
lowed and overtook me in an in- 
ſtant. A violent conflict now en- 
| ſued, the termination of which was 

for ſome time douhtful. We alter- 
nately upbraided and juſtified each 
other. At length, after ſhewing the 
immediate danger we were in, of 
being diſcovered by Mr. Morti- 
mer, who was then in the neigh- 
bourhood, and the dreadful conſe- 
quences that muſt of courſe follow 
ſuch a diſcovery, I was ſuffered to 
depart, but not until I had given 


2 4 : 5 
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Mr. Ackland a moſt ſacred promiſe 


to repair again to the wood, within 


three days at fartheſt, in com- 


pany with a female friend, in whom 
I could place the ſtricteſt confidence. 
What are his motives for ſo ſtre- 
muoufly urging this i Interview, what 
good purpoſe it can poſſibly an- 
ſwer, or what will be its event, hea- 


2 ven only knows. — May I add, my 


Charlotte, that now you are away, 


I have no friend on earth whom I _ 


can truſt, as my companion, on this 
dangerous expedition. Never be- 
fore did I fo much ſtand in need af 


your advice and aſſiſtance. 


0 —— 4 i 5 
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LETTER XLVI. 


THE HONOURABLE MISS PERCIVAL, 


— . 


10 
CATHARINE. 


| I UnDessTanD you perfectly. 
| But you ſhall not long be 

friendleſs. After the receipt of this, 
you may expect AG crank Oy.” at 
Hs Og 0 


LETTER | 
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LETTER XLYIL 
6 . 2 : 4 s 960 : : $ Fe 
LORD MONTFORD, 


4 


T0 © 


ARTHUR COLLINS, ESQUIRE, | 


'OU now where Orpheus 

1 went for his wife. But my 

: journey will, probably, be a much 
longer one, than that of the Thra- | 
. cian bard, and my perils and fuf- | 
 ferings will infinitely exceed thoſe 
which he encountered, before I am 
In quiet poſſeſſion of my charming 


' bride. My mortal enemy, that 
monſter the gout, with huge gigan- 


tic ſtrides followed me from town, 


- _ Ms drove with all poſſible | 
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ſpeed, he overtook me before I ar- 
rived at the end of the third ſtage. 
And here I am, Arthur, with all my 
nobility, in a moſt piteous dilemma, 
at a paltry ale-houſe, within a few 
miles of Saliſbury.” Setting aſide 
the two laſt lines, which 1 hope are 
not quite in point, Pope's verſes on 
the Duke of Buckingham, will fur- 
niſn you with an exact deſcription 
of my preſent ſorry * ny | 
condition. 
| 8 Inn's worſt room, with mat 
„ae | 
The floor's of plailter, and the walls of | 
, nj. 
On, once a flock-bed, but repair d with 
1 ſtraw, ' 
With * curtains, never meant. to 


draw: _ | | 
* ; N 8 5 
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The Tong and 15 danglin g from that 
bed, 
Where tawdry yellow trove «ih dirty FP 
Great Villiers lies.— Alas! how hangs 


- from him, | 
That life of pleaſure, ood that foul of whim. 


Gallant and gay, in Clivedon' s proud alcove, 
The bow'r of wanton Shrewſbury and love. 


Or juſt as gay in council, in a ring 

Of mimic ſtateſmen and their merry king; 
No wit to flatter, leſt of all his tore, 

No fool to laugh at, mu he valued more. 
There, victor of his health, of ns | 
©, - friends, \ 
And fame, this Lord of uſeleſs thouſands N 
e f : CE "ON 
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LETTER XLVII. 


TAE HONORABLE MISS PERCIVAL, 


10 
1 COLONEL HARLEY, | 
'O U "pi a hols == Hig of 
neus, Colonel, but you will 

be miſerably diſappointed. | AWT-- 
can tell you at preſent is, that 3 
yeſterday arrived ſafe at the Abbey, 
chat the return of Lord Montford 

is hourly expected, and that I am 
going, this very moment, to ac- 
company my unhappy friend on her 


1 8 55 
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EST TER: UR. 
LORD MONTFORD, —+ 
„ ods 


| Bath. 


\H E "PR of this letter vin 
inform you, that I am nearly 
at the end of my journey. My 
gout has politely left me, and : 
am now full of life, hope, and ſpi- 
rits. In a few hours, Catharine, 
the ſweet Catharine, will be preſt 
in theſe arms, and I ſhall ſoon taſte 
the delicious fruit which 1 have ſo | 
long laboured to attain. wy 
Vol IK” K: LETTER 


OR 
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LETTER L, 


THE HONORABLE MISS PERCIVAL, 


"4 5 : i 
N ets | ; 
N 8 r l | 
AE 95x e o * 


' COLONEL HARLEY. 


Linghen-4bbo 


=P y 


- SHALL never ſee her more.” 
L exclaimed a voice, as we ap- 
3 arm in arm, towards a little 
clay, hut in the middle of the wood. 
At the well-known ſound my lovely 
friend trembled and turned pale. 


LE „ cannot ſtir a ſtep farther, 
. pon, faid the, ſtaggering, and 
„ ä 1 
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catching hold of the branch of a ſy- 
camore- tree. By this time our 
ſteps had alarmed Mr. Ackland, 


The hut door flew open, and in an 


inſtant he was Kneeling at the feet . 


| of Catharine. 


« This is kindly done,” ſaid he, 
haſtily, while a tranſient bluſh of 


joy flowed over his wild and mw 
countenance. =» 


| I was going to anſwer for Ca- 
tharine, who was ſpeechleſs, and in 


tears, when he thus proceeded, 


«Had you come a moment later, 


my only friend, you would have 
been the witneſs of a dreadful ſcene. 


For I had formed a reſohition, which, 


unleſs your anſwer to the propoſal 
| = © a 


wp” 


132 CATHARINE 
I am about to make, ſhould prove 


favourable and indulgent, Tam ſtill 
determined to—. 


* HI „ Un was bred 
not to hear the conclufion of this 
ſpeech, and therefore interrupted 
Mr. Ackland, by requeſting him 
to be as brief as poſſible, in what- 

ever he had to ſay to my friend, as 

our viſit muſt neceſſarily be ſhort. 


He bowed and thanked me,— 
«I will not now, ſaid he, utter a 
word reſpecting the late dreadful 

marriage, the very idea of it is 
monſtrous, and freezes my foul with 
horror. Since laſt we parted, Ca- 
tharine, I have employed my time 
in forming the only plan by which 
we can be relieved from our miſer- 
, 3 e g able e 


% 
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able ſituation. What I mean to 
propoſe is an immediate flight to 
Guernſey, where we ſhall reſt ſecure 

from the interventions of Lord 
Montford and Mr. Mortimer. 
There is no time to deliberate. 
have made intereſt with ſome fiſh- 
ermen, on the coaſt, a boat has been 
© procured, and every thing is prepa- 
red for our departure. Nothing 


but your conſent is now neceſlary.” 


It is impoſſible that I can ever 
conſent to ſuch a contrivance, an- : 
ſwered Catharine. . 


2 "FM FE ſaid the Xijedted Ack- 
land, my eternal happineſs or mi- 
ſery depended on your reply. If 


we are no more to live together, 


” ſhall, at leaft, have the ſatisfac- 
5 K 3 7 


134 CATHARIN E, 
tion of dying in your preſence. 
He then ran into the hut, and in 
a moment returned, holding in his 
hand a loaded piſtol. © I have but 
one favour more to aſk, he conti- 
nued, grant me but a = embrace, 
and I am ne for ever.” 


N Let 3 you, Catha- 
rine rejoined, by all that was ever 
| dear to us both, let me conjure you 

dc deſiſt from. your cruel 1 na 


Tos piesd in n Live: you. 
to hang with fondneſs on the ſmiles _ 
of my more fortunate ma.” 


*T his 3 is too „ Niſcrable c 
wretch that I am, which way ſhall 
I turn? Every path before me is 
| full of f guilt. Yet will I be crimi- 


nal 


3 * 
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nal rather than unfaithful and trea- 


cherous to the firſt and deareſt part- 


ner of my boſom.” Scarce had : 
| Catharine pronounced theſe words, 
when ſhe flung herſelf} into the arms 


of: Mr. Ackland, 


| 


Juſt © his ind vn led 


confuſed ſound of human voices in 


the wood. A ruſling was perceived, 
among the boughs and buſhes, op- 
poſite to the hut, and preſently after- 


wards, to our utter aſtoniſhment, 
Lord Montford, Mr. Mortimer, , 


and a numerous train of followers 
who wereall armed, ruſhed forth and 
ſurrounded u us in an inſtant. | 


* 9% # 
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ee Tt is now my turn, „ cried 1 

Montford, * let the accurſed villain 
be ſecured, Toy 1 will have Jongg | 
$9 meal 


5 8 Hear, firſt, my vindication, re- 
joined Mr. Ackland, I plead but 


for a ſingle moment, and if I do 
not ſufficiently explain my motives . - 


e — — 


700 They are perfectly PR to 

me, ſaid Lord Montford, inter- 
rupting him. The falſe and infa- 
mous report of your ſhipwreck, — 
the account of your deceaſe, at the 
very time when you lay concealed, 
for the vileſt of purpoſes, - the re- 
peated viſits of that innocent and vir- 
ruous ay to this gully and dam- 
/ nable | 
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nable ſpot, , have 223 been but s 
too well 8 | 


770 Sieze * adultreſs, cried Mr. 
Mortimer, e to the attend- 
ants. | | 


Mou will not deſert me, ſaid 
the trembling and affrighted Ca. . 
tharine, graſping the hand of Mr. 
Ackland, Suffer me not to be 


thus cruelly torn from you wy theſe 
| hideous ruffians.” | 


3 « Sieze the Rs „ 
Mr. Mortimer, in an agony of 


Tr agC. 


= 


„Held!“ cried Mr. Ackland, 
ſtepping in front of Catharine, and 


| W the piſtol, which he had 
5 12 8 ASM 


138 4 T H ARI N E. | 
| hitherto concealed in his pocket, 
e ſwear by all that is ſacred, that 
the firſt who dares to approach 
hall fall a victim to his raſhneſs.” | 
e pitiſul coward,” cried Lord 
Montſord, drawing his ſword, and 
making a violent lounge at the 
breaſt of his opponent. The attack 
was ſudden and unexpected, but 
Mr. Ackland, with great agility 
ſtepped aſide, and parried the thruſt 
with his piſtol, which he immedi- _ 
ately diſcharged at his adverſary.— 
Lord :Montford fell, clapped his 
hand to his left ſide, and _— : 
3% expired. | 
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What followed, I was too much _ 
terrified to obſerve, and of courſe, os 
cannot now relate. All I need add, 
is, that from this ſcene, dreadful as ' 
it has been, I cannot help predicting 
the happieſt conſequences, ' 


— 


noh THE SAME.  \ 


ith 
Ns. 


X JITHOUT doubt, Colonel, 
'Y -. you expect that I ſhall 
offer you a handſome excuſe for not. 
writing before, but I have no time 1 
to throw away in apologies, for L : + 


* 
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am, this inſtant, going to attend my 
lovely friend to the altar. 


I need not tell you, that fince the 
death of Lord Montford, Mr. Ack- 
land has undergone a formal trial, 
and has been honourably acquitted; 

but you will be ſurpriſed to hear, 
that Mr. Mortimer, the ſtubborn 

and inflexible Mr. Mortimer, find- 
ing all his family dignities vaniſhed 
like a ſummer's cloud, has at length, 
for a moment, waked from his 
dream of ambition, and . ſubmitted 
to a reconciliation with the huſband 
of Catharine. As a falvo to his 
| honour, however, he has inſiſted on 
a repetition of the marriage cere- 
mony, which is this morning to take 
place, and which will be made as 
public as as poſſible, and celebrated 
” 1 wich 


* 
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Vith all imaginable ſplendor. All 


his tenants are invited on the occa- 
ſion, and every room will © blaze 
with lights, and bray with minſtrels.“ 


| And now, Colonel, the happineſs. | 
of my friend is, at laſt, complete, 


the term of your noviciate is there- 


fore expired. But, ſhould you, in- 


ſolently inſiſt upon the performance 


of my promiſe, my compliance with 


your demand, will afford me ample 
revelige. . | 


FINIS. : © Kg | 
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By the ſame Ar nes, 
ORLANDO and SERAPHINAX 


1a TVRKISH: TALE) 


5 . | In 2 Vols. 12mo. Price 58. ſerved. 
AM WV. ſtory, confeſſedly imaginary, is bor- 
4 rowed from one of the inſtances of Kirk's unfeeling 
[ | cruelty, related by Hume. The narrative is well 


| | condutted ; the changes, though ſometimes at the 
{ 3 extreme verge of probability, are yet, on the whole, 
il 5 ſufficiently eredible; the language is correct, for- 
eible, and often elegant; the characters varied and 
well deſcriminated. The termination differs from 
on event, as it occurs in Hume, it is a happy one.” 


Critical EE | 


6 The narrative of this tale is well conducted, 
the language is correct, forcible, and often elegant, 
the characters varied and diſcriminated, 


Town and Py Mag. 


EXCELLENT AND APPROVED 3 


| THE 
VILLAGE of MARTINDALE, 


Dedicated to the Ducheſs of PORTLAND. 


In 2 Vols. 12mo. Price 58, ſeed. Pi 


% The Author promiſed us novelty, and he has 
not diſappointed us. We do pot mean to ſay, that 
the Knighted Trader, the Methodical Juſtice, or 
the Punning Eſquire, are wholly new; but they 
are diſtinguiſhed by peculiar features, and a pecu- 
liar air, which render them pleaſing companions, 
becauſe they are not ſo common hackneyed in the 
eyes of men. Punning is a low ſpecies of wit; but 
Mr. Sutherland's puns are commonly ſucceſsful, 
and the whole is an 9 and animated mo „ 
formance,” os ow. \ 78 a 


3 


rere ee eee eee — 


«The ſtory is conducted with ſkill ; we are in- 
tereſted in the 3 and Penis: with the con- 


clan. 
Critical Review. 


*An ingenious, need; new tory ; pleaſing in 
' the "IWR and natural! in che concluſion. “ 


Town and 4 Country Mag. | 


PROPOSALS 
F or Publiſhing, in 2 Vols. 12mo. Price 6s, Jewed, 
T H E : 
PARENTAL MONITOR 


By Mrs. BONHOTE, 


EN 
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b of BUNGAY, SUFFOLK: 
| Reflections for the Conduct of YO UTH, 
BM | Under the following Heads : 
4 Religion |Viftting | 2 efion Servant 
A Hawverſfity Beauty Chrifimas 
=: Pleaſure | Dreſs & Faſbion „ Avas ice 
Reurement Ing, atitude Pride Superſtition 
Modefly | Friendſhip Genius Uncertainty 
Happineſs [Love _|Politeneſs | Contentment 
Gra«itade |Patriotiſm |Converſation | Cottager 
Conſcience | Ambition Cruelty Death | 
- Time Temperance Conduct Funeral 0 


Examples from Hiſtory.— Anecdotes from Life, 
alluſive Fables, Select Poetry, &c. 


CONDITIONS. 


PHE Book is now Printing in two neat Volumes, 
on fine Paper, and a new Letter, caſt on Pur poſe, 

It will be ready on the 1ſt of January, 1788, and is 
well calculated for an improving and gentee] Preſent 
from Parents, Friends, &c. the enſuing Seaſon. 

It will be ornamented and enriched with two elegant 

\ Frontiſpieces, from Drawings by the firſt Maſters ; 

| and engraved by the moſt eminent Artiſts, — The 

FIRST ſhews the Monitor warning Youth to avoid 

Folly and purſue the road to Wiſdom, The sECOND 

delineates them, when, 'by attention to Virtue, they 

have arrived : at 08 Temple of Fame. 
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